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strong, fresh wind. Is the rumour true, I wonder,
that invasion was actually attempted and with-
stood on September i6th? How much those
of us who survive this war will have to learn
about our own lives when the struggle is over!
Like the men on the Western Front between
1914 and 1918, we know what is happening
only in our own sector of the battle.

Five days afterwards, on the 2ist of October,
the newspapers are saying that the battle for
London has changed. It is being conducted by
the Nazis with new tactics and different aims,
which will require fresh inventions, new strata-
gems and much endurance from the long-
suffering British people.

Certainly London life in October, if less sur-
prisedly disorganised, has been no less perilous
than life in September. Driving round the
town to deliver a series of urgent letters at
offices which would not receive them for days
if I sent them by post, I remember the cloudy
morning of October 4th, when my friend from
Francis Square came up from Surrey to find that
a second bomb, dropped just behind tlie Square
railings, had transformed into a desolate ruin
the little Queen Anne house which had been
her pride and joy. In the grey stone vase out-
side the porch, her red geraniums lay wilted
and black. The door was blown in, the leaded